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And heated thro* and thro' with wrath and love,
I smote him on the breast; he started up ;
There rose a shriek as of a city sack'd;
Melissa clamoured ' Flee the death ;J f To horse'
Said Ida; c home! to horse ! * and fled, as flies
A troop of snowy doves athwart the dusk,
When some one batters at the dovecote-doors,
Disorderly the women.    Alone I stood
With Florian, cursing Cyril, vext at heart,
In the pavilion : there like parting hopes
I heard them passing from me: hoof by hoof,
And every hoof a knell to my desires,
Clang'd on the bridge; and then another shriek,
"The Head, the Head, the Princess, 0 the
Head!'
For blind with rage she miss'd the plank, and rolTd
In the river.    Out I sprang from glow to gloom:
There whirled her white robe like a blossom d branch
Rapt to the horrible fall: a glance I gave,
No more; but woman-vested as I was
Plunged; and the flood drew; yet I caught her;
then
Oaring one arm, and bearing in my left
The weight of all the hopes of half the world,
Strove to buffet to land in vain.   A tree
Was half-disrooted from his place and stoop'd
To drench his dark locks in the gurgling wave
Mid-channel.    Right on this we drove and caught,
And grasping down the boughs I gain'd the shore.
There stood her maidens glimmeringly group'd
In the hollow bank. One reaching forward drew
My burthen from mine arms; they cried 'she
lives!'
They bore her back into the tent: but I,
So much a kind of shame within me wrought,
Not yet endured to meet her opening eyes,
Nor found my friends; but push'd alone on foot
(For since her horse was lost I left her mine)
Across the woods, and less from Indian craft